CHAPTER IX

AFTER their flight from Tatarsk, Stockman, Koshevoi, Ivan
Alexievich and several cossacks who had been serving as
militia-men attached themselves to the Red fourth,
Zaamursky regiment. But late in March, hearing that in
Ust-Khopersk a company was being formed of communists
and Soviet workers who had fled before the insurgents,
Stockman, Ivan and Mishka went to join it. They hired a
sledge, and were driven by a cossack Old Believer with such
a childishly rosy and clean face emerging from his great
- beard that even Stockman's lips twisted into a smile as he
looked at him.
Mishka hummed a song to himself all the way, Ivan
Alexievich sat in the back of the sledge with his rifle on his
knee, and Stockman fell into conversation with their
driver.
" There's nothing wrong with your health, comrade I "
he remarked. The old man, overflowing with health and
strength, smiled warmly:
" No, God be praised !  And why should there be ?  I've
never smoked, I drink water instead of vodka, and I eat
good wheaten bread.  So why should I ever be ill ? "
" And have you been in the army ? "
" For a little while. The Cadets took me."
" Why didn't you go with them to the Donietz ? "
" You ask strange questions, comrade." He dropped the
woven horsehair reins, removed his glove and wiped his
mouth, frowning as though offended.  " Why should I have
gone there ?  I wouldn't have served with them if they
hadn*t made me.  Your government is just, though you've
gone a little wrong."
" How ? " Stockman rolled a cigarette and lit it, but still
"had to wait for an answer.
" What are you burning that weed for ? " the cossack
said at last. " Look how the spring is cpming all
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